CHAPTER 125 


August 25, 2011 


“Swear to god; | was standing out in the rain for a good few hours.” 


Yu and Justin were sitting on a park bench near the flood plain, just sitting there and 
talking about random shit that didn’t really matter. Justin was shivering slightly, 
sneezing ever so slightly. Even though all of this had gone done yesterday, he still 
couldn’t help but feel a chill going down his spine; as if the rain was still soaking 
ever inch of his body. You could tell he had probably caught something during his 
brief, but excruciating stay out in the rain; but god be damned if he was trapping 
himself in the house today. Not because of Maya, mind you; she had work today 
after all. No; he just hated being trapped in the house when it wasn’t really his 
choice. 


“| would have kicked you out too.” Yu remarked only semi-humorously. He really 
would have kicked him out, but he was trying to put a light-hearted spin on his 
words so as to not offend Justin. He knew better than to get on Justin’s bad side. He 
really should look into getting some anger management. Justin just shrugged a bit 
as he shuffled through his jacket in search of his smokes. He wouldn’t be one to 
argue that he might have crossed the line a little bit with that dick remark, but 
come on. The timing was just too perfect; he couldn’t just ignore that opportunity. 
He’d like to say getting shoved out into the rain was a little overkill; but he’d say it 
was worth it in the end. He just wondered if Maya was still pissed at him. She 
probably was, now that he thought about it. He did sort of pick the lock to his house 
to get back in, after all. Would it have killed Chie to hold that door open for a second 
longer when she left? 


“| would have gladly kicked myself out if it wasn’t raining blood out there.” Justin 
remarked sarcastically, finally finding his pack of cigarettes and popping one out. All 
the while Yu, was giving him a funny look; one that Justin had noticed as he went to 
Slip his smoke into his mouth. Was he still not over the whole smoking thing or 
something? Maybe he had something on his face. Maybe Dojima just decided today 
would be a good day to jump out while Justin was having a smoke. It wasn’t any of 
those things; it was just the metaphor soaring right over Yu’s head that had startled 
Yu. 


“Wait, what?” Yu remarked with great curiosity and puzzlement. Seemed he had 
taken Justin’s little remark a little too literally. Justin was only surprised that Yu had 
taken that comment as a fact and not just Justin trying to be snide again. | mean; 
it’s not like it wasn’t raining around him either. Last Justin checked, the rain wasn’t 
red. A /ittle common sense goes a long way, Yu. 


“Figure of speech, Yu.” Justin sighed a bit. It wasn’t LITERALLY raining blood. He just 
meant that it was one hell of a fucking storm. “It hit me like a gamma ray, standing 
in a hurricane.” Justin muttered to himself, placing his cigarette between the slits of 
his lips before lighting it ablaze. He sort of missed the television world, if only 
because his Persona could do light his smoke with a flamethrower. Needlessly flashy 
and unnecessary? Absolutely. Amazingly cool? Damn straight it was. Justin took a 
drag of the smoke, holding back smoke in his lungs before forcing it back out. Yu 
stared at him for a moment as he sat there smoking. 


“You know; you really should consider quitting.” Yu spoke up after a while, slight 
concern in his voice. Justin turned his gaze over to Yu, eyebrow raised in confusion. 
For a moment he wasn’t sure what Yu was talking about; but then he turned his 
attention back to his cigarette, and he felt like an idiot for not getting it any sooner. 
He sighed a bit, shaking his head before taking another puff of his cigarette, much 
to Yu’s disapproval. It wasn’t that he was still up and arms about him smoking mind 
you; it was just that he was concerned about his health and all. No one could deny it 
was bad for him; hell, Yu still caught him coughing up a lung from time to time 
when he smoked. So yeah, maybe it was kind of because he was uncomfortable 
with Justin smoking all the time; but he was uncomfortable for the right reasons. 


“You say that like | haven’t tried before.” Justin sighed slightly, the scent of smoke 
Slowly filling the air like... well, smoke. He had tried a couple of times to quit; but 
usually something or someone ended up getting him back into it. Hell, there was 
even a time in Inaba he had tried to stop; but with all of the shit that had been 
going on, he was finding himself too stressed to cut himself off. He supposed he 
could try to stop now; but in the end he’d just pick up the habit again anyway. And 
besides, it wasn’t like Maya was going to quit just because he did. And if she was 
smoking, he was going to keep getting tempted to do it himself. Justin always did 
bend easily to peer preasure; or at least, the prospect of fitting in. Nothing would 
have pleased him more than to be one with the crowd. Perhaps that’s why he took 
up smoking in the first place; because Maya had been doing it. He could have said 
no; but he didn’t. He barely even hesitated. 


“Maybe you just need to try a little harder.” Yu continued to press him on the 
matter; as if hounding him were going to make him change his mind. If anything, all 
it was doing was pissing Justin off a little. If that was his master plan to get Justin to 
quit giving himself lung cancer, well Yu better rethink his strategy. Pissing Justin off 
was the LAST thing you wanted to do if you needed to convince him to do 
ANYTHING. Only once had he been convinced while in that state of mind; and to be 
fair, that WAS with Yu. That didn’t mean he could do it again though. There was NO 
way in hell he’d be able to pull that stunt on Justin a second time. 


“Try a little- Are you fucking shitting me?” Justin spat up, irritated by the proposition 
Yu had put on the table. Yu just sighed a little. By this point he was used to Justin 
giving him shit anytime he offered him advice. He supposed it was alright, given 


that Justin usually followed through with his advice eventually; but that didn’t mean 
he liked Justin giving him shit beforehand. “Do you realize how hard it is to quit 
smoking. It’s like a fucking drug- no, not like. It IS a fucking drug. | don’t know if 
you've ever been addicted to something; but you don’t just wake up in the morning 
and say ‘Hey, | don’t want to fucking do this anymore.’ You don’t, and you want to 
know why? Because you need it it. You need it more than the food you eat or the air 
you breathe. You need it more than the water you drink or the hours you sleep. Try 
a little harder; what are you fucking nuts?” Justin ranted and raved on the topic of 
addiction. Yu was a little caught off-guard in all honesty. He got that smoking wasn’t 
just something you quit; he wasn’t quite aware of how much Justin seemed to need 
to depend on it. It was more valuable to him than the very essentials he needed to 
live. Ironic in that the smoking was probably having the opposite effect on him. Still, 
had Yu ever been addicted to something? 


“I’ve been addicted to love; does that count?” Yu joked only slightly. It was true that 
love was rather addictive; something even Justin could get behind. Everytime he 
saw her face, everytime she was near, he could feel his heartbeat like a drum. And 
when she was gone? He felt almost empty; like there was a hole in his chest where 
his heart had been. It was like needing a smoke, or another fix of whatever drug it 
was kids these days used. You didn’t just want it; you NEEDED it. You wouldn’t be 
able to go on without it. Justin shook his head slightly, a smile slowly starting to 
creep across his face. 


“Come on, Yu. Love is the GREATEST drug.” Justin joked. The two chuckled slightly 
for a moment at their horrible exchange of clichés. But as all good things do; the 
light-hearted atmosphere slowly started to fade, and a serious one soon took its 
place. Smiles faded away, the sparkle in their eyes dwindled a little bit. Goddammit, 
why did Yu have to bring up Justin’s smoking habits? He was actually having fun 
until he had to bust out the melodrama. For once, he’d like to have these hang-out 
sessions not end with Yu giving him life-advice. Yeah, it usually helped, but that 
didn’t mean Justin enjoyed Yu constantly pointing out faults in the way Justin was 
living his life. Trial and error was part of the beauty of living, after all. And sure, the 
error always tasted especially bitter, but that only made the success taste oh so 
sweet by comparison. Yu holding his hand the whole way through his life was 
almost depriving him of the rich taste of accomplishment. Because really; it wasn’t 
so much HIS accomplishment as it was Yu’s when he was trying to guide him every 
step of the way. 


“I’m not saying it’s not going to be hard; but | think you need to do it for your 
health.” Justin just passed Yu one of those ‘quit pulling my leg’ looks. It was 
definitely not healthy for him, but it certainly hadn’t had any effects on him or his 
health thus far. He had ZERO motivation to quit other than it could cause problems 
down the road. And as they say, why do today what you can put off till tomorrow? 
There’d be a day when Justin walked out of the doctor’s office to find he had lung 
cancer. And on that day he’d have nothing but regret and remorse for his stupidity 


as a teenager. But until then, he was going to keep smoking. Because after all; he 
was a teenager. And teenagers did stupid things. “If not for yourself, do it for your 
friends.” Yu pleaded slightly. 


Justin froze in place, ever muscle in his body stiffening; even his ever tapping foot, 
fidgeting about because it had nowhere else to go. For some reason, the comment 
had struck rather hard at Justin’s heartstrings. Why? Because even though Yu had 
said ‘friends,’ what he really meant was ‘do it for her.’ He was just trying to be 
subtle to avoid bringing Chie into things again. That’s always where these 
conversations headed at some point. Justin wasn’t sure if he was very happy about 
that or not; that Yu was using the power of love as a weapon against him. And the 
worst part was it was working; he was falling for Yu’s cop out of using Chie as an 
excuse to get him to quit rotting his lungs out. Justin stared at his cigarette for a 
moment, his eyes slowly seeping into a glare. 


“.,.Leave her out of this.” Justin growled, fury powering his word like an amplifier. Yu 
just shook his head. He had no intention of backing down on the matter. Justin 
needed to know he wasn’t just hurting himself when he did this stuff; he was hurting 
everyone that cared about him. And that included Chie; whether he liked it or not. 


“What if something happened to you? How do you think she’d feel?” Yu continued, 
an almost soft tone to his voice. He wasn’t trying to force the topic; but it was 
something he wanted Justin to consider. Justin sighed a bit staring at the lit 
cigarette in his hand. After a while he threw it down on the ground, stomping out 
the lit end of the cigarette. Not because he was committing to anything, mind you; 
but because his stomach was all twisted in knots right now. Leave it to Yu to make 
him feel like an asshole for fucking smoking. He did raise a valid point thought. 
What would Chie think if something happened to him? If he really did himself in with 
all this smoking? Justin didn’t give the slightest fuck about his own health, his own 
safety... But Chie? He wanted to protect her. From what? Well everything he 
supposed. He didn’t want to see her suffer a day in her life; she deserved better 
than that. And yet, with all the determination he had put into preparing himself for 
that moment, that one moment where he’d have to give everything to see her safe 
and sound, he never truly considered the consequences. No, he still didn’t give a 
damn about himself. He only gave a damn that Chie gave a damn about him. 


“...Fuck you man; just... Just fuck you.” Justin whimpered slightly, something 
clogging his throat. He’d like to say it was sorrow or anger, or anything. In actuality 
it was fear. He was afraid that he wouldn’t be able to truly protect Chie. He couldn’t 
let her suffer in any way shape or form... but if he took her place? Then she’d just 
suffer thinking about how he was suffering... Smoking wasn’t what was going to kill 
Justin; smoking wasn’t going to hurt him or Chie. No; love was. Love was the drug 
that was tearing those two up. Because just by the very act of loving each other... 
they were hurting the other. They were hurting each time they failed, each time 
they saw the slightest bit of sorrow on the other’s face. Love was what brought 


them to their knees anytime the other was hurting, unable to cope with their 
partner’s pain. Yes, Love was quite a drug. The greatest drug? Perhaps Justin 
misspoke. Love was the deadliest drug. No drug would tear you apart faster than 
Love; not heroine, not crack, not anything. And when it tore you open and broke you 
down... there was no going back. 


“Look, | know it’s toug-“ 


“NO, YOU FUCKING DON’T!” Justin shouted at the top of his lungs, tears filling his 
glare slightly. All this thinking about Chie and love and all that bullshit was ripping 
his heartstrings out one by one. And it fucking hurt. He loved Chie with all his heart; 
and he knew she loved him back. Or at least, so she told him. He believed her; he’d 
never have any reason to doubt her a day of his life. After all, he loved her. But... 
But it was because he loved her that all of this hurt. It was because she loved him 
that he was so afraid. So long as she loved him; he’d never truly be able to fully 
protect her. Love? A selfish thought at best. He wanted her loved; he loved her love. 
But when it came down to the matter... If Chie didn’t love him... would she still 
suffer if he suffered for her? Would she still cry knowing Justin was crying on her 
behalf? Would she even care? Justin wanted her love, hell he needed it... But 
maybe... maybe love was the problem in the first place. Love can mend your life, 
but love can break your heart. 


“Every fucking time we meet, Yu; every fucking time, you’ve got something else to 
say to make me feel like an asshole, you know that?” Justin raved, trying to hold 
back his tears. “Well you know what? I’m fucking trying; I’m fucking trying to 
protect the people | love. Do you know how hard that is? To constantly be worrying 
that you’re not doing enough, or doing too much? To be afraid every goddamn day 
that the person you love might not be there the next? To be afraid that one day 
you’re going to hurt them just by fucking existing!? I’m trying my fucking hardest; | 
don’t need you giving me shit about it every day... | can do that just fine by myself.” 
Justin’s voice slowly faded, almost as though he didn’t have the energy to keep 
giving Yu backlip. It was quiet for a moment as they sat there, Justin’s head hung in 
sorrow in pain, horror building up in his chest. It had been a long time since Justin 
had actually shed a few tears; each rolling down his cheek like raindrops ona 
windshield. He had never been more afraid in his life than this very moment, the 
moment he considered just what his very life would do to others. Just by the act of 
existing, by being there, he could make someone happy; or he could make them 
cry. He didn’t want that responsibility. Hell, he was sick and tired of it. Sometimes 
he just wanted it all to go away, like he had never existed at all. It was a moment 
before Justin felt some pressure on his shoulder; the pressure of Yu’s hand pressing 
down on it as though to reassure him; to reassure him that he was there for him. 


“I think I’m just sick of it all.” Justin choked up after a moment. “Why does love 
have to hurt so much?” He sighed, wiping his eyes with his sleeves. It helped just 
getting it out of his system; but then, he probably wouldn’t be feeling like this if Yu 


didn’t even bring up his smoking in the first place. A small smile crept its way 
across Yu's face as the two sat there in complete silence, just lost in the moment. 
Justin honest to god didn’t know why he bothered to hang out with Yu anymore 
these days; all that ever seemed to happen was him walking away in tears and 
sorrow. He knew Yu meant well but... goddamn. 


“It’s one hell of a drug, huh?” Yu remarked, cheerful, yet so soft at the same time. 
Justin sighed a little bit, trying to empty out the horrible feelings in his chest. And 
for a brief moment a half grin made it’s way across his face, as though to laugh at 
the hollow shell of a man that sat in front of him. Maybe it was just his shadow 
mocking him; no doubt he was getting a kick out of this. Fucking lunatic. 


“Nah. Drugs kill... Love just kills you slower.” 


